Envoi

gone wrong, 6I am at the point of death; I have come to an end
before having had the enjoyment of my talent. Life was, indeed,
so beautiful, my career began under such fortunate auspices; but
one cannot change one's own destiny. No one can measure his
own days, one must resign oneself, it will be as providence wills.**
With the ghost seen by us, in August, in the ilex wood, it is
different. She has fulfilled herself. And we have searched high and
low, in places near and remote, for more evidence of how the
world can right itself. Even if we leave out of account all poems
written, the world of our creation cannot be blamed for dullness
or for lack of colour. The light and brilliant, the virtuoso air,
breathes from its pages. But, also, it is deep and solemn. All is
not so happy. There is epic misery, the torments of Tantalus,
men chained to the rocks, the dog Cerberus. And, now, we have
walked with rags and bones; have lived in prisons of our own
making. These were the men and women who had travelled three
or four thousand miles into the unknown in order to be free to
worship as they pleased. But they took with them the devil within
their own breasts. Their lives of the cloister have no more to tell
us. For it is the pagan day and night. And we take you to the
porteress, or lay sister, sitting at the door.

* Mozart, in his last letter to Lorenzo da Ponte.